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Generating Jizz 


Author's Notes: 

This story began as a single chapter about the band having some hijinks with Steve's video camera, but grew 
into something else. l'm fascinated by rock star marriages (crazy?) and how the wives handle their husband's 
lifestyle, so | explored that theme a bit. | used real dates and locations wherever possible. Originally posted 
early 20lb, erased from the site due to technical error in July, and reposting now. 


Tuesday, March 18, 1985 


Adrian's face wore an expression of grumpy disappointment on the ride back to the hotel, and he continued 


sulking all the way through the lobby and into the elevator. 
"That's the last time | take advice from a taxi driver," he said, his voice slurring slightly. "When | ask for a 
‘strip club, | mean nude girls. Not titties and g-strings. And not in a scrotty dump with a bunch of fucking 


motorcycle blokes hanging about." 


"You didn't ask for ‘nude’ girls, Ade," Dave gently reminded him. "You told him to ‘take us to a strip club: And 


those birds were really hot, at least, the one who gave me a lap dance was," he recalled with a smile. 


Dave had actually gotten two consecutive lap dances from the same dancer, one of which he didn't even have 
to pay for. When the first song came to an end, she continued happily grinding away on his lap, and she kept 
going all the way through a second song. At one point, in an especially glorious and inspired maneuver, she got 
down on the floor and pressed her mouth to his crotch, breathing heated air onto his cock through the fabric 
of his jeans. 


"As usual you got the hottest one," Adrian said He was a bit resentful of the effect Dave had on women. In 
the club, it had annoyed him to see Dave's lap dancer letting him break the rules by putting his hands all over 
her hips and waist, while Adrian was sternly instructed to follow protocol and keep his hands down by his sides. 


The elevator chimed and the door slid open. 


"Why are we going back to our rooms already?" Adrian asked. "Hey! We should go downstairs to the hotel bar. 
It can't be much past midnight." 


‘It's quarter past two," Dave said, smiling and glancing at his watch. "I've gotta call the missus," he added as 


they walked down the corridor toward their rooms, the floral perfumed scent of the strippers still clinging to 


their clothes. 


"She Who Must Be Obeyed? Not even married yet and you're already henpecked, Davey, Jesus Christ. We're in 
a rock n' roll band, on tour, in the United States, in the middle of the desert, for fucksake. Don't be a cunt." 


Dave shook his head. It was true, having a devoted fiancée posed a threat to the wanton rockstar lifestyle, 


even when he was away on tour. But he was in love. 
I'm supposed to call every day. And she knows today was our day off, so | really should've called by now. Why 
do you have to keep ragging me about it?" Dave asked, working his way from defensive back to his customary 


sweet nature. "| mean, fuck, | don't mind calling. | want to calll" 


They were now in front of the door to Adrian's room but he didn't seem to want to go in Grabbing one of the 
cuffs of Dave's jacket and flapping it back and forth, Adrian tried to persuade him to let the good times roll. 


"Aw, come on Davey, it'll be fun. Your days as a bachelor are dwindling!" 


Dave looked again at his watch. "I can't, mate. It's already pushing half past eleven in Hawaii, so if | don't call 
soon, she'll be asleep." 


"She's not going to be asleep, you twat," Adrian explained. "She will wait up for your call, | guarantee it. You can 


have one sodding drink with me, now come on" 


Dave thought about it for a moment but didn't like the idea of making her wait up for him. "No, | don't think 


that would be very nice. I'd better call now." 


"Well, l'm going down to the bar to pull a bird. Who I'll be shagging later while you're alone in your room 
cracking one off. So go call your missus," Adrian said, reluctantly accepting Dave's rejection and waving him 
away with a flourish of his hands. Not only would a trip to the hotel bar have been more fun with Dave along, 
but the likelihood of attracting beautiful babes was always a bit higher in Dave's company. 


‘Sorry, Ade. If I'd already spoken with her today Id go with you," Dave said. "Maybe I'll meet you down there 


later." 


"Don't trouble yourself," Adrian said only half jokingly, then turned and added "Sod off," over his shoulder as he 
walked off back toward the elevators. 


"Alright then. Cheers," Dave called after him, but he didn't turn around. 


He really didn't want to disappoint Adrian and send him on his mission alone, but he felt that he couldn't break 
his promise to his fiancée. Not only would she be upset, which was something he always wanted to avoid, but 


he'd feel like a cunt. 


Now that he was alone with his thoughts, still tipsy and a bit worked up from the outing to the strip club, 
some vivid images started flashing through his head.. the warm smoosh of velvety soft tits pressing against 
his face, the round ass cheeks of the girl who had humped him so expertly, and the brief glimpse of her 
shaved pussy he was treated to when her sparkly silver g-string momentarily slipped out of place while she 
was grinding on his lap. 


As he walked down the long corridor to his room, knowing that soon he'd be all by himself and could do 
whatever he wanted, he felt a ripple of excitement. He could call room service and order a cheeseburger with 
fries, and ice cream -- he could watch a stupid movie on TV and take M€Ms and Jack Daniels from the mini 
bar -- then get in the jacuzzi tub and let the water jets massage him all over, or he could hire a prostitute 
and fuck her in the ass, whatever it cost, if he felt like it. His hand found the growing bulge in his jeans and 


made a subtle adjustment. 


Right, but first he had to make his phone call. As he fumbled getting the room key from his pocket and into 
the lock, hunching his body closer to the door to avoid notice by any potential passersby, he dug the heel of 
his left hand into his crotch and rubbed it down the length of his stiffening cock. A delicious chill ran up his 
spine. He paused for a moment inside the door to turn on the lights, unzipped and removed his boots, peeled 
off his socks, then tore off his jacket and t-shirt, strewing the items all over the floor. A guitar was leaning 
against the wall where he'd left it earlier and as he walked by he automatically reached for it out of habit, but 
then remembered that other important things had to be attended to. 


Tamar liked for him to call at least once a day, not to keep tabs on him, but just to talk to him because she 
loved him so much. And if the conversation turned sexual and he ended up getting off over the phone, it had a 


dual benefit in her view. First of all, it was the sexiest thing she'd ever heard in her entire life, and, she also 


believed the less cum in his system, the less temptation he would feel to fuck other girls. This seemed like a 


highly logical theory to her. 


A lot of their relationship so far had taken place over the phone, since he was away on tour so much. He had 
a naturally shy disposition, except when he was drunk, and then he got more talkative. But sometimes he didn't 
feel like talking, especially if he was really tired -- he just wanted to lie down, and she would listen to him 
stroke himself and breathe and make little blissful wordless noises, and then he'd fall asleep. A few times, she'd 
had to shout at him through the phone to wake up and hang up the receiver. 


Once on the bed, he picked up the telephone and dialed, and as it rang he used his shoulder to cradle it against 
his ear, leaving his hands free to shimmy out of his jeans and push them down his legs. His hard-on sprang 


free and popped him in the belly with a soft slap. 
"Hello?" 

"Hi, Luv," he replied as he laid down flat on his back 

"Hi Honey, how are you?" Tamar asked, her heart leaping at the sound of his voice. 


‘Im fine," he said as he lazily ran his fingertips up and down the sides of his cock. "Feeling a bit knackered, 
actually." 


"Oh no, really? Why?" 


"Oh, | don't know. We're just really running ourselves down on this tour. Hardly any days off. Plus, | can't sleep 
properly on the bus, and we're in the bloody thing constantly,’ he said, then chuckled. "I guess it's like that Joe 
Walsh song says, ‘| can't complain, but sometimes | still do." 


She could tell from his aimless rambling that he'd been drinking, and also because his usual faint lisp was 


slightly more prominent. 


He explained that he was in Reno, Nevada -- a fact she already knew considering she had practically 
memorized their tour schedule -- in a big posh hotel called The Peppermill that had giant sea horse statues in 
the lobby. Iron Maiden had a sold-out gig tomorrow night at a nearby arena, and afterwards they'd take the 
tour bus overnight to Fresno, California, where they had another show the next night. In a couple weeks they 
had a gig scheduled in Honolulu, their first ever in the State of Hawaii. And two days later Dave and Tamar 


would be married there. 


She talked a little bit about the plans for the wedding reception, questioned for the hundredth time her 
judgment about what flavor cake to order ("Any kind will do," Dave declared humbly), and expressed her 


feelings of escalating excitement and happiness. 


His soft voice and English accent were so sexy, it made her belly flutter just to hear him describe what he 


ate for breakfast. It wasn't only his voice. When she heard him laugh, or even belch or sneeze, her affection 
and desire for him grew and grew. Watching him play the guitar made her lightheaded with pride and love and 
gratitude. That the universe had actually allowed her to be placed in Dave's path at just the right moment was 
a miracle that staggered her every day. 


On top of all that, he was rich. He had already bought a house for them in Maui -- alright, so it wasn't on the 


beach, but it had a pool -- and a little cream-colored Mercedes-Benz roadster for her. 

She was only 2l, he was | years older than her, and he'd been with probably hundreds of girls, but she didn't 
ask for the details and he didn't divulge them. Something about the way he looked at her with his wide blue 
eyes made her feel like he couldn't manage without her, and that he would never do anything to hurt her. Yet 
she couldn't escape the feeling that he was inherently more special and more lovable than she was, so she 
needed to do whatever necessary to keep him. But he had chosen her even though he could've had anyone. It 
was a tropical island paradise dream come true. She couldn't wait to have adorable blond-haired, blue-eyed, 


round-faced babies with him. 


"So, what are you wearing?" he ventured to ask as a clear drop of precum seeped out from the tip of his cock 


like a dewy bead of nectar. "Tell me. I'm lying here naked on this massive fluffy white bed" 


She could hear the playfulness in his voice, despite his lewd intentions. "Why are you naked? Showing off your 


big cock?" she asked, and then, for courage, took a huge gulp from her glass of red wine. 


"| don't know. | just felt horny and wanted to call you," he said, lightly squeezing the base of his cock in the 
crook between his thumb and forefinger, the rest of his fingers curled under his balls. 


No need to tell her about the strip club, he thought. Not that it was so terribly shocking, but filling her head 
with stories about off-duty rockstar activities wasn't going to lead to any good. 


"You always feel horny,” she said, stating the obvious. "But | love listening to you. It's so sexy." 

He moaned a little, aiming to turn her on some more. "You didn't tell me what you were wearing." 

"A tank top, panties, that's pretty much it. l'm in the living room." 

"Could you do something? Lift up your tank top and touch your tits, make your ripples nice and hard.” 


Feeling a warm rush of confidence from the wine, she made a moaning sound and replied, "When you're away, 


Honey, | get so wet every single day just thinking about you. And then | have to touch myself like this." 


"Mmm. Fuck. You're making my cock so hard," he said, tapping his fingertips along the underside of the shaft. 
"It feels like it might snap right off" 


| don't think I'd want to marry a man with a snapped off dick," she replied, her mind getting woozy as it 


always did when he talked about how hard he was. 

"| could put it in a box and mail it to you," he teased. 

Another big luscious bead of precum oozed out from the tip of his cock. It glistened and trembled there for a 
brief moment, but then succumbed to gravity and dripped down, hanging by a clear syrupy trail. His thumb 
darted out to catch it and return it to the tip, and he sighed as its slipperiness made his thumb glide over the 
head. 


"I can hear you breathing harder," she said. 


"Fuck, I'm thinking about sliding into your tight wet cunt," he said, stroking his cock, his foreskin sliding up and 
down along with the movement of his fist. 


Having known Dave for almost a year now she was finally getting used to hearing the word "cunt," a favorite 


word of his that had at first been shocking to her young American ears. 

"Have you been a good boy?" 

"Um, yeah," he said, following her lead. 

This was hardly the time to admit otherwise, but in truth he hadn't exactly been a saint recently. There had 
been an ample supply of gorgeous girls available after each of the four consecutive nights they'd just played in 
Los Angeles, and Dave had savored everything they had to offer. He wouldn't soon forget the mile-long tanned 


legs, straight white teeth, and smooth coconut-scented skin he'd encountered there. 


"Well since you've been good, you deserve to get a special bedtime treat," she said. "But then you have to go 
straight to sleep." 


"Hm. | don't think | can go to sleep." 

"Why not?" she asked. 

"My dick is too hard. | can't stop touching it, | wanna come so bad." 

"How are you touching it?" 

"Stroking it," he gasped. 

She made a sound of mock disapproval in her throat. "Hmm. Well it sounds like you're being very naughty." 


"Yeah," he agreed. 


"You really want to come, don't you?" 

"Yeah, fuck, | want to come in your mouth." 

"Can | kiss it and make it better?" 

"Yeah, kiss it all over," he said almost in a whisper. "Suck it" 
"What if | lick it like a lollipop and then suck it deep and hard?" 
*Mm-hm." 

"Tell me you're stroking that beautiful fat cock for me," she said. 


"Yeah, oh, fuck," he said, pumping his cock faster, his arousal intensifying to an almost unbearable level. "Are 


you touching yourself?" 

"Yeah. l'm thinking about my pussy getting filled up by your big cock. It feels so good when you slide it in" 
"Oh, you filthy girl, I'm gonna wash your mouth out with cum if you keep talking like that" 

"Tell me what you're gonna do to me when you get here," she implored. 


I'll spread your legs and lick your pussy, taste your juices and eat it ‘til you come," his said, his voice raspy 


and low, "and then I'm gonna fuck your pretty cunt. I'm gonna pound you hard and make your tits bounce.." 
"Yeah, baby. Mmm, jerk that cock harder for me. | bet it's all sweet and wet with precum by now." 
"Uh-huh," he said. "It's all slippery. It feels so good” 


She could hear the uneven gasps of his shallow breathing and the noises of him stroking and tugging his slick 


wet cock. 

"Fuck, I'm gonna come soon, is that ok?" he asked, his voice tight with effort. 

"Of course it is, Honey," she said. "Give me that cum" 

He didn't speak for a few seconds, then made a soft grunting sound right before he came. "Fuuuck, fuck, fuck," 
he moaned, jerking and milking his cock as cum spurted out onto his stomach, his body jolting with each 


contraction 


Again he was quiet for a moment. Once he had come during phone sex, she tended to feel a bit idiotic 
continuing on until she did too. He would usually politely encourage her to finish herself off, of course, but the 


intensity level always took a nosedive after he came. 
She thought he might've fallen asleep but then he spoke. 
"I've got cummy tummy," he said, using one of his silly expressions. "Better go clean up.” 


"Okay, Honey. | love you," she said, infusing the three words with all the intensity of her feelings for him. 
"Love you too," he said in an adorably dozy voice. 
"Goodnight." 


"Goodnight, Luv." 


To be continued. 


The Zenith VM-6000 


Tuesday, March 19, 1985 


"Impromptu band meeting! Impromptu band meeting!" Nicko shouted, striding up and down the center of the 
tour bus, pulling back the curtains on all the bunks to rouse whoever might be catching a last-minute pre-gig 


nap. 


"What's this about, Nicko?" Steve asked, sitting down on one of the cushioned benches. "Bruce isn't here. We 
can't have a band meeting without Bruce." Steve knew full well that Nicko didn't have serious band business to 


discuss, but he humored him. 


"Right! He's off giving an interview to a local television station," Nicko said, "but | waited for him to leave on 


purpose, you see." 


The bus was equipped with two TVs, one in the front and one in the back, and the forward one was connected 
to a VCR. While the rest of his bandmates gradually wandered into the lounge area, Nicko grappled with the 
gigantic Zenith video recorder that Steve liked to bring sightseeing. 


"Be careful with that thing, mate. It cost seventeen hundred dollars, for fucksake," Steve warned. 


"I think Bruce is getting more use out of this gizmo than you, Steve," Nicko said, excitedly stuffing the tape 
that had been inside the camera into the VCR. "When | was waiting for you lot to show up earlier | found 
something quite entertaining on this tape. | dared to peek for only a second myself, but if the conclusion is as 
good as the beginning then we're in for a treat." 


Always up for a laugh, Steve, Adrian, and Dave began to congregate near the TV, their curiosity stirred. Ade, 
sitting across from Steve on the opposite bench, put down the newspaper he'd been reading and Dave came up 


and stood behind one of the swiveling captain's chairs that were at the very front of the bus. 


"Well, boys and girls, let's see what we have here, shall we?" Nicko pressed the play button. "This'll be sure to 


get our muscles all warmed up to put on a smashing show tonight.” 


The disappointing and unexciting image that appeared on the TV was of Steve in a nondescript hotel room 
standing like a pirate with his left foot planted on a chair, knee bent, tinkering on his bass, and not looking 
particularly dignified. 


"Hang on, hang on," Adrian protested, holding back laughter, "I've seen this program already! Many times, in 


fact!" 


"At least | keep my trousers on when l'm working out a new song," Steve pointed out to Adrian. "We ought to 


record your daft hotel room rituals, Ade. That'd really be a laugh." 


"Bloody hell, that's not it," Nicko said. "| rewound the tape too far. Here we go... 
Steve uttered an irritable grumble. "Looks like Bruce is up to his old hidden video fuckery again." 
"That was just a teaser, lads," Nicko said. "Now get a load of this saucy stuff." 


There was a momentary blip as the screen went to static and then a different scene emerged. Bruce and a girl 
in an emerald-hued hotel room. The image was a little murky but showed a beautiful half-naked girl kneeling on 
the bed, gathering her long brown hair over her shoulder and waiting for Bruce to set up the camera and 


come to her. He backed up into the frame and waved cheekily into the camera, 
Adrian started to stand up. "Oh, blimey, | really don't feel like watching Bruce shagging right now," he said. 


‘Calm yourself, Ade. It gets really juicy in a few seconds. Just sit down and enjoy, for fucksake," Nicko said, 
leaning forward and planting his hand on Ade's shoulder, pressing him back into his seat. 


On screen, Bruce ripped the girl's panties off so fast it looked like a magic trick, and in a flash she was nude. 
He stood next to the bed and made a ‘come here’ motion with his finger, then pointed toward his crotch, his 
hard-on jutting out prominently. She obediently crouched before him and her face disappeared between his legs. 
Bruce's head rolled back, his shiny straight hair rippling and cascading over his shoulders. "Oh yeah, suck my 
nut," he snarled, "you filthy slut.” 


"Hey, wait a minute," Dave interjected, raising his finger into the air. "Isn't this really queer, | mean, for four 


blokes to watch a sexy tape together?" 
"Yes, it is," Steve confirmed, but didn't make any move to put a stop to it. 


"Will you all shut up, for Christsake? Its only queer if we take our knobs out and start wanking each other off 


to it," Nicko exclaimed, eyes intent on the TV screen. 


Bruce was still standing, head tilted forward, his long brown hair a veil over his face. But it was a different girl 
sitting at the edge of the bed with her face buried in his crotch, head bobbing up and down furiously. It was a 


different hotel room too, but this time the camera angle was better. 
"What is this, Bruce's Greatest Hits or something?" Ade asked. 


Suddenly Bruce seized the girl by the arms and tossed her backward, both the bed and her breasts bouncing 
from the jolt. He climbed on top of her, grabbed her legs, and in one clean thrust plunged his cock in and 
started pounding her hard. "You like my cock in your cunt, huh?" Bruce growled, then uttered a stream of 
incoherent obscenities too low for the camera's mic to pick up. Then the girl blurted out, "Oh, God, Bruce.. 


you're so hairy!" 


Everyone on the bus cracked up laughing. 


The brunette's legs were wrapped around Bruce's narrow waist, her feet jiggling with each thrust. He was 
fucking her so hard her entire body was being gradually scooted up the length of the bed The resulting noises 
could only be described as wet slapping and pounding sounds. "Bruce, God, you're so big! So.. fucking... big," the 
girl said. 


"More like average size, I'd say," Steve observed. 


Dave felt a tingling in his groin and a slight panic came over him. In his mind, he willed his cock not to get hard. 
He thought maybe he should look out the window to distract himself but he couldn't tear his eyes away from 
the TV. 


‘Im feeling a bit peckish," Nicko declared "Anyone care for a nibble?" 
Ade, now completely engrossed, dismissed him with a loud "Ssshhh!" 


To test that his cock was obediently staying soft, Dave discreetly slid his hand down in between himself and 
the back of the chair. Not hard. Yet. But a discernible expansion was taking place. Why the hell had he decided 


to stand instead of sit, he wondered. 


"You love to feel that cock in you, don't you? Don't you, you fucking whore," Bruce growled in yet another 
hotel room, this time hammering a blonde hard from behind, his fist gripping her long hair like a tail behind her 
back and pulling on it like a horse's rein. She was slamming her ass back into him and arching her back, her 
large natural tits swaying under her. "Oh fuck, yeah, Bruce, fill me up with your cock.. fuck me harder... don't 
stop!" There must have been something Bruce favored about this particular episode, either the girl or the 
position, because he let the scene roll on for several minutes uninterrupted. A loud crack punctuated the 


action, his palm slapping her ass cheek. 


Realizing that he was sucking in shallow breaths through his mouth, Ade pressed his lips together and bit down 


inside. He was glad he was sitting down with a newspaper across his lap. 


An agitated croak emerged from Steve's throat as he arranged a pillow across his lap. After making sure 


nobody was looking, he reached under the pillow to arrange his cock in a more comfortable position. 

"Steve, you're blushing like a schoolgirl," Nicko pointed out. 

"Whoa," Dave said in response to the act that was now being depicted on the TV screen. 

Bruce had another girl -- the fourth one to be featured in his video sex log -- bent over a hotel room desk 
and was taking her from behind, but not in her twat. "Let me see that beautiful ass take my cock," he said, his 


gaze directed down to where their bodies joined Her face was turned to the side with her cheek pressed flat 
against the desk, her hands reaching back to spread her ass cheeks for Bruce. He groaned loudly as he slowly 


pushed and pulled his cock in and out of her ass. This went on for a few minutes. 


"Is he gonna come in her ass or pull out first?" Ade wondered out loud, leaning forward, his eyes glued to the 


TV. 
Unthinkingly, Dave pushed his hips forward slightly, which nudged the tips of his three longest fingers into the 
sensitive head of his cock, and a small moan escaped his lips. He could already feel the pressure building inside 


him, a rising surge of cum that he was helpless against. A few more minutes and he'd have a real dilemma. 


“Alright lads, it's time to put an end to this. Young Davey's about to blow his wad over here," Nicko announced, 
jabbing his thumb in Dave's direction. 


Dave went beet red with embarrassment as everyone turned to glare at him, expressions of both amusement 


and annoyance on their faces. 


Steve spoke, mercifully drawing attention away from Dave. "Lets see how this ends, at least," he said, 


perfectly reasonable, as if they were watching a real movie. 


“Alright, but Davey, | don't want you standing anywhere behind me," Nicko said, leaning away from him with an 
exaggeratedly disgusted look on his face. 


On screen Bruce was still pumping his cock in and out of the same girl's ass, his moans getting louder and 
more desperate as his speed increased. The muscles of his ass flexed with each exquisite thrust. On his face 
was a grimace of pleasure and focus. Even his foul-mouthed dirty talk had been given up as he worked 
diligently toward his aim. 


The four men watching were hushed except for some rapid breathing. 


But then, in mid-thrust, as if someone had switched the channel, the screen flickered and there suddenly 


emerged an image of a group of disembodied legs and shoes walking along a gravel road. 

"Bloody helll" 

"What the fuck is that?" 

"Nol" 

"Rip of fl" 

"Steve, goddamnit, this is some of your sightseeing rubbish," Nicko said. "Interrupting our good clean fun" 


Its not my fault! Bruce recorded over what was already on the tape. That's from South America somewhere." 


Nicko glanced at his watch. "Well lads, let's not be downcast. Plenty more fun to be had tonight. We have sound 


check soon anyway. l'm going to go freshen up. In the toilet.” 

"Me too," Steve said, rising from the couch and adjusting his crotch again. 

"Well, you're not using the loo on this bus," Nicko said. "I'll be in there for at least five minutes, mate." 
"Fine, fine," Steve said, shooing him away, "Go on then, have fun in there." 


"Anyone else feel a massive urge to blow a load?" Ade asked under his breath, laughing to himself as he folded 
his newspaper with great precision. Nobody was listening to him anyway, consumed as they were with their 


own immediate plans. 


Dave turned and darted out of the bus, craving a cigarette. Patting down his pockets searching for smokes and 
a lighter, he took a deep breath and mentally recited each song on the setlist while his erection subsided. He 
looked around for any cute girls who might be hanging around near the bus. There were a few behind a tall 
chain link fence a few yards away. They were shouting "Dave!" and waving at him, but they had a bunch of 
guys with them. Still, it might be worth investigating.. 


"Isn't it about time you found a phone, mate?" Ade teased as he walked past him toward the entrance to the 


venue. 


Shit, he was right. After the show later there probably wouldn't be a good opportunity to call Tamar, and the 
band would have to board the bus right away to head to the next city. He lingered for a few minutes finishing 
his cigarette, walked over to the fence to sign a few autographs, and then went inside to make his daily phone 


call. 


To be continued. 


Seeing Stardust 


Tuesday, March 19, 1985, 00pm 


Dave's cock tormented him onstage during the entire gig that night, begging for attention, straining against 
skintight spandex, and hidden behind a Fender Stratocaster. With no room for even the skimpiest briefs under 
such close-fitting pants, his sensitive flesh was defenseless against all sorts of pinching and chafing. Proving 
itself once again to be totally uncontrollable, his cock responded by getting aroused. Every movement of his 
body, the heavy thud of the music, even the screams of the fans seemed to send all the pleasurable 
sensations right to his dick. The concentration required to play the guitar was the only thing that counteracted 
some the feelings and kept him from getting completely hard. 


During some of the intervals where he was only playing rhythm, when his mind wasn't intensely occupied, he 
would feel a surge of blood and his cock would start to swell against his leg. He wished he could position it 
more comfortably pointing up instead of stuffed down to the right side, but that was out of the question 
under the circumstances. A few times, unable to stop himself, he recklessly used the back of his guitar to rub 
up against. Just a quick inconspicuous pull back on the guitar body, and his semi-erect cock would press briefly 


yet tantalizingly into the hard surface. Then he'd have to place his thoughts elsewhere again 


He tried to stay back from the edge of the stage as much as possible so the people in front wouldn't be 
treated to a view up his legs and underneath his guitar, although many of them probably would've liked it, the 
pervy bastards. By the end of the encore, high on adrenaline and horny as fuck, he was aching to stick his 
cock somewhere warm, wet, and tight. 


"Nice work, lads," Rod congratulated them immediately afterwards, patting them each on the back and tossing 
white towels around their necks as they sprinted offstage. Cold beers were pressed into their hot awaiting 
hands, the requisite alcohol to help prolong the high from being on stage. 


With the final notes of ‘Sanctuary’ still ringing in their ears, two pretty girls, a blonde and a brunette, snagged 
Dave and Steve backstage. Everyone in the band would have to agree that when you didn't want fans around it 
was like being hounded by a flock of screeching seagulls, but when you desperately needed a blowjob after a 
gig, female fans could really help a man out. Nobody seemed to know exactly how all these girls got there, but 
thankfully they always were. 


Still gleaming with sweat, Dave and Steve were so slippery that the girls’ hands slid down their forearms as if 
they were coated with oil. Steve took the hand of the brunette and led them all down a hallway to find a bit of 
privacy, the blonde holding onto the brunette's hand even though they were strangers, and Dave following 
behind. Without speaking a word to one another, the cozy group of four made themselves at home on the 
black leather sofa in the production office. 


Leaning back and stretching his arms out across the back of the couch, Steve, forever the leader, issued a 


simple direction to the girls, who were sitting between him and Dave. "Make out,” he commanded, his dark 


brown eyes looking almost black 
Dave nodded approvingly, his eyes wide. 


Eager to please, the girls crashed together and began kissing passionately. At the sight of their wet tongues 
pushing into each other's mouths Dave instantly popped open the button on his pants and could barely get the 
zipper down fast enough. His hand plunged into the steamy sweatiness between his legs and wrapped around his 


cock. 


Steve caught a glimpse of Dave's face out of the corner of his eye. Lips parted, his head tilted slightly back 
and watching the girls from under lowered eyelids in an almost hypnotic state. Steve averted his eyes from 


whatever Dave's hand was doing in his own lap. Bloody warker, Steve thought and smiled to himself. 


Ready to enjoy some action just for himself, Steve grabbed the upper arm of the brunette and pulled her 
towards him. She crawled off the couch and got down on the floor between his legs. 


Dave glanced to the side and saw the outline of Steve's cock inside his tight pants. When he was hard, Steve 
had probably about seven inches -- a bit longer than Dave's, but not as thick. 


Free to give her undivided attention to Dave, the blonde moaned hungrily and pushed his shirt up all the way 
up in the front, admiring his pale chest with its patch of golden hair and pink nipples standing out like two tiny 
gumdrops. She licked and kissed her way up his stomach, intoxicated by the musky scent of his skin and salty 
taste of his sweat. 


"Oh, Davey, you taste so good," she said against his chest, "I can't wait to taste your dick. But first, | just want 


to eat you all over, mmm, you're so sweet.” 


Having been running around sweating profusely under hot lights for the past two hours, Dave was sure he 
didn't taste sweet. In fact, he was sure he smelled like a hobo who'd been days without a shower, but he 


wasn't going to argue with her. 


Her warm tongue swept along the lower curve of his rib cage and around to his side, making him giggle from 
ticklishness, and when she didn't let up, he convulsed with laughter. Unable to stand it, he jerked away from 
her mouth. "That tickles!" 


She relented and helped him pull his stretchy shirt off over his head. "Keep your arm up," she instructed, 


caressing the underside of his right arm. 


Dave obliged, wondering what ideas she had in her filthy twisted mind, and cringed when she buried her nose 
deep in the tuft of hair in his wet armpit and started sniffing and licking enthusiastically like a truffle hog on 
the job. Giggles welled up in his belly again, and his muscles tensed, ready to flinch from her groping, but in a 
few seconds the ticklish feeling faded and it started to feel really erotic. In fact, it was making his cock so hard 
it was throbbing. 


"Oh, god, that feels good," he said, breathing hard, astonished he'd said those words in response to having his 
sweaty armpit nuzzled. She hadn't even touched his dick yet but he could already feel his orgasm creeping 


closer. 


On the other side of the couch, Steve was shirtless, sitting with his legs splayed wide, feet flat on the floor, 
his tight black and white striped pants pulled down just far enough to reveal his cock, standing erect, and the 
dark nest of hair surrounding it. 


The brunette hiked up her skirt, pulling the stretchy material past her hips, and Steve was pleasantly 
surprised to see an absence of panties and a neat little V of dark hair. A shiny trail of clear wetness gleaned 


down the inside of her thigh. 


She guided Steve's hand to her pussy and he started to rub her in small circular motions. Her wetness made 
his palm slide around easily, his long fingers gradually moving closer to her slippery hole. He pushed his second 
and third fingers inside and dug them in deep, fucking her with his hand as she moaned. 


She stroked his rigid cock while he fingered her, his hand making a wet smacking sound against her slick pussy 
that turned him on even more. He was sure she wanted to fuck him, but he only wanted a blowjob. As much 
as he loved getting pussy, Steve was constantly worried about catching some disease and having his wife find 


out. He still succumbed to temptation sometimes, but the danger was always on his mind. 


She pulled his fingers out of her pussy and moved them towards her mouth. "Let me lick them clean," she 
said, and slid them inside. Her teeth dragged pleasurably down his fingers and he felt it in his cock too. 


"Are you ready to give me that cock?" the blonde asked, gazing up at Dave as she kneeled between his legs 
and lightly raked her fingernails along the inside of his thighs near his balls. "I'm gonna suck it so good for you, 
Davey," she continued, admiring the glistening pink head and giving it a quick lash with the tip of her tongue. 
"Mmm. It's so lickable." 


She gently sucked a couple inches of him into her mouth, flicking the head with her tongue and tasting the 
precum that was leaking out from the tip. Taking more of his shaft into her mouth, she pushed her stiffened 
tongue against the underside before starting to suck him hard. Like all the best girls did, she used her hand to 


follow the movement of her mouth as she worked his cock up and down, exuding generous amounts of saliva. 


Leaning back, staring helplessly at the ceiling and trying to take deeper slower breaths, Dave mouthed the 
words "oh my god," silently to himself and fought down the urge to thrust his hips. He wouldn't be able to hold 
out much longer. Normally he warned a girl when he was feeling close to coming, out of courtesy, but he felt 


shy announcing it in front of Steve, who was so stoically subdued over on his side of the couch. Also, it felt so 


good he didn't want it to end yet. 


Hoping to slow things down a bit, he rashly decided to kiss her, even though he generally refrained from kissing 
groupies. Pulling her up by the elbows, he parted his lips for her and she was ready, their tongues plunging 
into each other's mouths, eagerly prodding and lapping. He could smell and taste his own sweat on her mouth. 
When he heard her muffled moans of pleasure he answered by sucking on her tongue, pulling it harder into his 
mouth. As the kiss ended, she captured his lower lip gently between her teeth, holding it there for a moment 
before letting it go. 


Underneath the lust that had taken charge of his body, he felt a twinge of guilt about the kissing. It seemed 


almost more personal than the blowjob and therefore more traitorous. 


The brunette was admiring a thick protruding vein that curved sensuously along Steve's arm. It was most 
prominent along his forearm from his wrist to his elbow but was visible on his bicep too. Finding it very sexy, 
she was tracing it with her fingertip when her eye spotted a drop of sweat slowly trickling down his ribs. 
Before licking it away, she stopped to bite his nipple. 


"Ow!" he yelped. 
‘Sorry, | couldn't resist" 


Her palms pushed against the hard peaks of his hip bones as she descended to the floor. With her long red 
fingernails, she tickled the underside of his balls, finding the little hairless patch and stroking it gently with the 
soft pad of her middle finger. 


"Fuck, that feels good," he said, his eyes glazing over with pleasure. His cock was dripping a puddle of precum 


into his bellybutton. It couldn't be ignored. 
"Suck my dick," he growled. "Please." 


Like his arm, Steve's cock had a beautiful prominent vein that ran along the top, and several smaller ones 
snaking around the shaft. She enclosed the head of his cock in her warm mouth, tasting its saltiness and 
swirling her tongue around it. His long fingers splayed out on the back of her skull and pushed down until half 
his cock disappeared in her mouth. Latching on tightly with her lips, she used her hand to cover the length she 
couldn't fit inside and started working it up and down. 


The blonde's mouth returned to Dave's cock, using her spare hand to caress his balls, which were wet from 


her spit and drawn up close to his body, getting ready to release their load. 


Then she had a radical thought. She gradually moved two fingers lower to rub in the direction of his asshole. 
He gasped in surprise when he felt them right at his backdoor. Nothing had ever been inserted in there and he 
wasn't sure he wanted anything to be. But fuck, it was making him moan, just having her fingers massage him 


there. There was an ache in the base of his cock, a throbbing tension, like a compressed spring ready to uncoil. 


His body started to stiffen and arch. 
"Do you like that?" she asked pointedly, daring him to answer. 


The sensations were making his brain swim and all he could do was nod. She looked up at him, seeking 
permission, and he gave her a trusting wide-eyed look that didn't say no, so she slowly pushed her spit- 
covered middle finger into the tight hole. 


"Uh... feels weird," he protested, screwing up his face. 


‘Its okay, sweetie. Hold on," she reassured him before returning her mouth to his cock, all the while her finger 
continued its probing. 


At her mercy, he was squeezing his eyes shut and starting to shake from anticipation when her finger pushed 
on something inside him that sent a shockwave of pleasure through his entire body, from the base of his 
spine to his cock and down to the tips of his toes. A loud moan tore from his throat as his hips slammed up 
and the first jet of cum erupted into her throat. His body was jerking so much that his cock slipped out of 
her mouth, the remaining thick spurts of cum splashing onto his stomach like vanilla icing splattering on a cake. 
Stars sparkled behind his closed eyelids as she dragged her tongue slowly up the length of his cock from base 
to tip, licking it clean and feeling the last of contractions pulse through it. 


The sound of Dave coming hard, grunting and groaning right next to him, made Steve feel like coming too. He 
could feel the tightening in his balls, an urgent pressure that needed to be relieved. 


The brunette pulled her mouth away for a second to say, "I want that cum in my mouth, baby." 


She felt Steve's already rock-hard cock swell even more in her mouth, signaling his onrushing release. It 
thrilled her of course, but also made her feel sad, because soon her brief time with him would be over. 


"Fuck, oh, Christ, that's good," Steve muttered, letting the feelings overtake him. His hips were making thrusting 
motions into her mouth. With a wild snarl, he pounded his fist into the couch cushion and she gagged as the tip 
of his cock hit the back of her throat. Hearing her choking on his dick pushed Steve over the edge. He felt a 
deep pulse in the base of his cock right before it exploded into her mouth, shooting out eight bursts of cum 


as fast as she could swallow them down 


Later that night as the bus was driving them all through the mountains into California, Steve and Dave were 
lounging in their adjacent bunks, drinking beer and reviewing the evening's activities before trying to get a few 


hours of sleep. 

Christ, those birds were wild earlier, eh?" Steve asked rhetorically. "Good girls, they were." 

"Yeah," Dave agreed, smiling, before admitting in a low voice, "She stuck her finger in my arse." 

"Wot? Blimey, that's queer as fuck, Davey. Mine tried to poke me around there too, but | wasn't having it" 


"Bollocks," Dave began, considering the logic. "It's only queer if you want a bloke up the arse. It's not queer to 
fancy, like, a bit of back scuttle with a bird, right, even though queers bugger each other in the arse too. But 
if its with a bird, it's not queer.” 


"Davey, you're talking rubbish." 
"Makes perfect sense to me," Dave countered 


"| didn't even get what you said because it was so incomprehensible," Steve said, leaning back onto his pillow and 


putting his hands behind his head. 


"You don't know what you're missing, mate," Dave said. "| don't think | ever came that hard in my life. Made my 


knees all wobbly after." 


In typical alcohol-assisted optimism, Dave saw an undiminished supply of post-gig pussy and blowjobs in his 
future, free of consequences, even after he was married. Fuck, musicians pulling girls was a longstanding 
tradition, and who was he to fuck with tradition? Steve, who always exercised good judgment, was happily 
married and he still indulged on tour fairly often And Dave had always considered Steve someone to emulate. 
These girls didn't mean anything to him -- they were like props in a movie. It was as harmless as blowing his 
nose, and often as unremarkable. He was just satisfying a biological need. Furthermore, if he was drunk, he 
figured it doesn't even count. 


As Dave started to drift off to sleep, he wondered if it was even physically possible to go on tour and not 
fuck groupies. Something about being on tour -- could it be the buzz from being on stage, the spandex, the 
adrenaline, the bus, gallons of booze, hotel rooms, endless girls, the godlike feeling of power? Whatever it was, 
it made him feel intensely horny every day. It seemed like the more girls Dave went through, the more spunk 
his balls made. 


He woke up in the middle of the night to the dull roar of the bus engine, the low ceiling of the upper bunk 
hovering claustrophobically close to his face. Feeling disoriented, he rolled onto his side and his hand sought the 
comforting warmth of his cock, rock hard and radiating heat like a hot water bottle. Despite having just been 
sucked off by a girl a few hours earlier, images of disjointed naked tits and snatch swirled through his head, 
and before he knew it he was jerking off stealthily, biting his lip to keep quiet. Snug in his darkened bunk he got 


himself off in less than a minute, his heart racing, stomach muscles seizing rhythmically as each spurt of 
cum shot out into a dirty sock that he grabbed from nearby. Hopefully his own sock but in the dark it was 
difficult to tell. 


Falling back into a doze, Dave had a vision of dazzling sunshine, white sand, and palm trees. He was looking 
forward to having a couple weeks off to rest and be with Tamar in their new home in paradise. Being on tour 


was exciting but it could be lonely too, despite all the groupies. He needed to feel loved. 


To be continued. 


April Fools 


Thursday, March 27, 1985 


There was Davey, entering the Sheraton Waikiki in Honolulu, his hair glowing with sunlight, not only on his head 
but also in the thousands of tiny blond hairs on his arms. A different type of hair, darker and coarser, peeked 
out almost indecently from under the arms of his t-shirt where the sleeves had been cut off. His aviator 
sunglasses were perched on his nose, the roundness of his cheekbones pushing them higher than they would've 
been on an average face. The rest of the band and most of their entourage were also there, but Tamar saw 


only Dave. 


When he took off his sunglasses indoors and began to look around for her, Tamar practically leaped into the air 
and raced across the lobby until she plowed into him. His body yielded to her embrace but at the same time 
was strong and solid. She took in a hundred things at once. He smelled like cigarettes and coffee, his eyes were 
groggy but still sparkling blue like jewels, the back of his shirt was damp and felt creased with wrinkles from 
the long flight, his hands were warm and dry on her bare back 


‘I've missed you so much," she said, inhaling the subtle unmistakable scent of his neck 


Right there in the lobby he placed tender kisses on her lips, along her jaw, his soft lips nibbling down her neck. 
She smelled sweet and spicy, like pineapples and ginger. 


Stepping back to let him get his first good view of her in almost twelve weeks, she asked, "How do | look?" then 
melted back into his arms, suddenly feeling shy in the force of his presence. 


"Beautiful. Sexy," he whispered reassuringly. "You look like Stevie Nicks in that outfit” 


"Really?" she asked. "I'll do a Stevie twirl for you then" Giggling with her arms outspread, she spun around a 


few times, her tan legs crisscrossing beneath her swirling summery skirt. 


"Look at this," he observed, chuckling as he flicked at the tie of her halter top, “you're tied together with all 
these.. strings." Her wrap skirt, printed with big hibiscus blooms, was tied around her waist and finished in a 


skinny bow. Even the straps of her sandals were tied around her ankles with long leather laces. 
"Well, think of me like a gift to unwrap," she said. 


She caught him yawning in the elevator, but he mustn't have been that tired because as soon as they were in 
the privacy of their room his dexterous hands pulled the tie at the back of her neck, undid his own belt 

buckle, and slipped inside her top to cup her breasts seemingly all at the same time. She heard his little grunts 
of desire as he pushed against her and lifted the edge of her skirt. Thumping her up against the wall, he began 
to kiss her while his hand slipped inside her lacy panties. The hand that she'd been dreaming about for months. 


"Mmm, so wet," he mumbled into her opened mouth. 


As they kissed, his thumb pushed against her clit while his middle finger slipped easily inside her. She had to 
break the kiss becouse the sensations were so intense. Grinding herself against his hand she took about thirty 
seconds to come, her body shaking as she braced herself against his shoulders. 


Without letting her recover, he spun her around and pulled her panties down to the floor. Pinning her to the 
wall, he pushed himself inside her from behind. Grunting with each thrust, he drove his full length inside her, 
in and out, his harsh breaths loud next to her ear. After only about nine or ten hard strokes he took in a long 
breath and said quickly, "Fuck, I'm gonna come," before his legs stiffened and he felt a big surge of cum course 
through his cock and erupt into her pussy. His body shuddered as he buried his face against her shoulder and 
rode out the remaining waves of his orgasm. 


‘Sorry, that didn't last very long," he said, catching his breath. "I'd been thinking about doing that the whole 


plane ride here. We can do it again. Just give me a few minutes." 


A few minutes turned into an hour-long nap. Jet lagged and drained, he pulled the sheets up over his lower 
half and fell instantly asleep in the sun-filled room. Waves whooshed and crashed onto the beach fourteen 
floors below as she laid down next to him on the bed, much too wired to attempt napping. Never having seen 
him asleep in the daylight before, she leaned on her elbow to watch him and had to resist the impulse to 
touch his forehead, his cheek, his nose. His thick eyelashes looked almost black against his fair skin. Lying on his 
side, snoring softly, with his fist curled under his chin like a baby, he looked peaceful and satisfied. He was so 
adorable she could cry. 


Monday, April |, 1985 


The night before the wedding there was a lavish party at Alice Cooper's manager's house in Maui, the 
invitation to which no one was foolish enough to decline. A sprawling single-level mansion overlooking the ocean, 
the house had plenty of room for guests to spread out and enjoy the tropical atmosphere. Friendly bikini-clad 
models roamed the house, some in grass skirts and coconut shell bras, making themselves available to any 


male guests who arrived without dates. 


Lucky Adrian did have a date that night. His girlfriend had flown out all the way from Canada to see him during 
his time off in Hawaii. Oblivious to the rest of the party, Ade and Nathalie were totally absorbed in each other, 
sitting opposite Dave and Tamar at the far end of a giant white U-shaped sectional sofa. Talking quietly to each 
other, Ade idly stroked Nathalie's bare leq where it emerged from the slit in her skirt. They tilted their heads 

toward each other and laughed softly at something he'd said. With an upward stroke, she combed her fingers 


through his hair, and he leaned in to kiss her. This subtle movement caught Dave's curious eye. 


Dave could see Ade's jaw working as they kissed, and a strip of white skin around his stomach where his shirt 
had ridden up. Ade's hand began slowly moving between Nathalie's tan legs, her skirt in disarray around her 
thighs. A flimsy yellow tube top mostly concealed her large natural breasts but couldn't hide the shape of her 
erect nipples poking through. When she moved, the fleshiness that swelled above the edge of her top jiggled 


sensuously. 


As Dave watched the scene unfold he felt the zipper of his jeans start to dig into him. He adjusted himself 
inconspicuously, but the brief tug of fabric against his swelling cock created a spasm of pleasure that made 
him grow even more constricted. Licking his lips, he stared round-eyed as Nathalie slowly parted her thighs 
just wide enough for Ade's hand to move up and up, until it reached the ultimate limit. Details were now 
hidden, but Dave's imagination had no trouble supplying the visuals -- hmm, Ade probably rubbing her a little 
through her panties, are they pink, or maybe red, then perhaps even slipping a finger inside her wet twat. 


Although Ade talked about sex plenty, it was rare to actually catch him in the act. Unlike the rest of the band, 
who got it anywhere and everywhere with little regard for privacy, Ade preferred to use a bit of discretion 
with groupies. Therefore, to see him fondling his serious girlfriend in the middle of a party was an unexpected 


treat. 


Tamar's voice was in Dave's ear but he was only half listening. Something about how handsome he was going to 


look in a tux. the weather forecast.. a crazy uncle.. 

"When | dance with my father tomorrow lve asked them to play ‘High Flying Bird," she was saying 
"A great Elton John song," he said absently, the topic of music partially catching his attention 

"| know. It was your suggestion," she reminded him. 


"Oh, right." Was she not seeing the hot action across the couch? He should point it out to her. Nathalie had 
two of her fingers looped inside Ade's waistband now, running them slowly back and forth across his belly. 


"And for our first dance, they're going to play ‘Baby | Love Your Way," she explained, "you know, the Peter 


Frampton song..." 

Before she could run down the entire list of songs she had requested for the reception, Dave cut her off by 
yanking her hand onto his crotch, letting her feel the hardness inside his jeans. When she squeezed his cock his 
body went into some kind of convulsion and she mistakenly thought he'd come in his pants. But he began sliding 


her hand up and down, up and down. 


"Oh, yeah.. rub it, rub it," he growled into her ear, keeping a firm grip on her wrist as he writhed and pushed 
himself desperately against her palm. 


"Here it is the night before our wedding and I'm still discovering things about you, Dave Murray," she said, 
amused by his sudden fit of passion 


"Oh really? Like what?" 


"First of all, that if | ever want to have sex with you, all | need to do is give you a drink," she said, smiling, It 


was easy to observe that a few sips of alcohol always made Dave want to fuck. She wondered about the 
consequences of this effect when he was away on tour. A dozen unsavory scenarios flashed through her 


imagination but she pushed them away. 


"No, Luv, you see, | can do it with or without the drink," he said and then kissed her neck hungrily, clutching 
her hand against his crotch. 


‘Or maybe it's all the half-naked girls walking around here!" she said, giggling as his teeth tickled her. 
"Letts go home. Now," he urged. 


‘lm not going home, remember, Honey? I'm staying at the hotel where my parents are. The bride and groom 


aren't supposed to see each other on their wedding day until the ceremony." 

"Shit," he said. "That's a really rubbish tradition" He was slouched so far down into the couch cushions that he 
was practically horizontal. "Why don't we find a bathroom or something? Please? Please?" he begged, still 
rubbing himself on her hand and squirming like a piglet having its tummy rubbed. "Everyone here is smashed 


or stoned. Nobody will notice if we disappear for a little while.” 


"Well, okay, if you think it's alright" This was the last party he'd be attending as a bachelor, so she didn't want 
to turn it into a big dud. 


Together they ventured down a dark hallway and trespassed into a spacious unoccupied bedroom that was 
definitely not meant for guests. Moonlight coming in through a skylight helped Tamar find the light switch and 
when she clicked it on, the sudden brightness exposed Dave's dilated pupils and big smile inches away from her 
face. He already had his zipper down and was reaching for her waist, tugging at the fabric of her sundress. 


"Did you see Ade and Nathalie out there?" he asked. "They were really getting off on each other" 


‘Of course | saw them. | was just wondering what you would do about it. If you could control your naughty 


little boy instincts," she teased, "which you obviously can't." 

"It got me so hot," he said, pawing at her breasts. 

"You like to watch, don't you?" she asked as her hand cupped his balls. 

"Yeah." He shivered under her touch. 

‘It makes your cock nice and hard, doesn't it?" She enjoyed playing with him this way. 
"Yes," he said, his lisp, arousal, and alcohol intoxication making it sound more like "yesth" 


While he moaned helplessly, she caressed his cock and felt how slick it was from precum. Dave's uncut cock 


dripped like a faucet as soon as it got hard. It got wetter than any American guy's cock she'd ever seen 


"Not just hard. It's slippery too. It's drooling everywhere, look at it" A strand of clear fluid hung down from 
the tip like spilled honey. 


She kneeled down in front of him on the carpeted floor. From this level she could see his balls, almost as cute 
as he was, round and firm like a precious treasure tucked up close to his body and mostly bald except for a 
few blond hairs. When she enclosed one egg-shaped orb in her warm mouth and sucked it gently, his knees 
buckled a little and he groaned so loud she worried someone might hear. 

"Ohhh god, that feels so good." 

He loved having his balls sucked on. It made him feel shaky and almost frantic with excitement, like he might 
lose control and explode any second. Groupies occasionally gave his balls a lick or a quick suck, but they didn't 
lavish them with attention and love the way Tamar did. 

She released one ball and pulled the other one into her mouth with a soft suck. In doing so, her chin nudged 
him in the sensitive spot right behind his balls. Wanting to feel the sensation more powerfully he spread his 
legs wider and rocked his hips back and forth, lowering himself onto her face. He moaned loudly again and she 
sucked a little harder. 

"Fuck, | can't take much more," he pleaded. 

Deciding to stop torturing his balls, she moved up to his cock, first lapping up the salty-sweet juices that were 
oozing out, then planting her lips softly on the silky skin, pleasuring the tip with gentle kisses. His greedy moans 
drove her to slide her lips over the head, then further, taking as much of his length into her mouth as she 
could She wanted to consume him, to eat him up whole, he was so delicious. 

"Do you want to fuck?" he asked. He was nearly breathless. 

Her answer was to pull her dress off over her head in one effortless swish. 

"No knickers?" he asked, staring appreciatively at the small triangle of neatly trimmed blond hair on her pussy. 
"| was afraid it might be a mistake." 

"A mistake? No panties is never a mistake," he said as he took off his shirt. 

| was worried about getting, you know, wet, and with only a dress on." 


"Well you're definitely wet now," he said, sliding his entire hand between her legs. "So incredibly wet." 


"Mm-hm. It's because of you." 


Pushing him deeper into the room, she guided him carefully by the shoulders as he tottered backwards until 
his legs hit the bed and he sat down with a plop. 


| want to feel you on top of me," she said. She tumbled down on the bed and let him kneel between her legs. 
Propping himself up on his left elbow, he used his right hand to slide his cock up and down the wet slit of her 
pussy, then to tap it against her clit, making her writhe underneath him. 


"Don't tease! Put it in," she said as she reached for his cock and guided it to the tight opening of her pussy. 


Inch by inch he filled her up, the thickness of his cock stretching her out right to the top. After a few slow 
strokes, he knew that if he were to pump faster, the friction would overwhelm his cock and he would come 
sooner than he wanted to. So he gritted his teeth and held still for a moment, feeling her warm pussy engulf 
him and listening to her quiet squeals. Wanting more, she bucked her hips up toward him and moaned, 
squeezing his cock with her insides. Sinking down and pressing her body into the mattress, he pushed his fat 
cock in all the way to the base and started to grind small circles against her clit. 


"Oh, god. Don't stop," she begged. 
"Fuck, your cunt feels so good, so tight” 


Knowing exactly how to make her come, the movement, the pressure and speed, he kept grinding into her, 
feeling her body tensing as her moans got louder and louder. When she climaxed, her cunt pulsated around his 
cock and almost sent him over the edge too, but somehow he held back, wanting to give her a good pounding 
first. He started thrusting faster, forcing her thighs even further apart as he fucked her hard. Her hands 
reached behind him to knead the firm muscles of his ass and pull him closer. She loved feeling his body weight 
crushing down on her, the powerful slams of his hips and his thick cock pummeling her pussy. 


Each thrust sent a bolt of pleasure down his cock, over and over until he couldn't hold on any longer. "Uhhh, 
gonna come.." No sooner did he say it than he felt a wave of ecstasy roll through him. Grunting and moaning 
with his face squashed against the bed, his cock spasmed inside her and unleashed a torrent of cum. Feeling 

the rhythmic pulses of his spurting cock buried deep inside her was enough to make her come again, arching 


her body against him and calling out his name. 


By 2 am. the party was showing no signs of breaking up, but tomorrow was a very important day, so Tamar 
had to insist that they call it a night. As she and Dave crisscrossed through the immense living room, 
progressively saying their goodbyes to the host and to some of the other guests - a long delay caused by 
Meat Loaf and Mick Fleetwood, whose charming banter it was difficult to disengage from - she sensed Dave's 


reluctance to leave. Come to think of it, she thought wistfully, his entire life was like a party. 


Dave stumbled out into the horseshoe driveway, too drunk to remember how he'd arrived. "Where's my car?" 


he asked, looking around in bewilderment at all the BMWs and Mercedes-Benzes parked in the shadows. 
"What car?" Tamar said. "Honey, you don't have a car. Steve drove us here." 


Good old reliable sober-enough-to-drive Steve was there with his rental car, a look of mild impatience on his 
face as he waited for his wife Lorraine so they could all leave. He opened one of the rear doors and stood 


aside while Dave crawled into the backseat before going limp, his head dropping back onto the headrest: 


As Tamar stood there, what felt like a sea of Dave's sperm suddenly gushed out from between her pussy lips. 
Again! Jesus, how much did he squirt up there, she wondered. Without panties on there was nothing to stop it. 
And now she was outside so couldn't dash into a bathroom. She pressed her thighs together and scurried into 


the car as gracefully as she could. 


Suddenly Lorraine's voice called out, "Tammy! There you are," from near the doorway to the house. She was 
carrying her high heels one in each hand as she hurried down the driveway. “Tammy, don't forget, you wanted 
to borrow the video camera for tomorrow. It's in the car somewhere. You don't mind if | call you Tammy, do 


you?" she asked Tamar. 


"No, | don't mind,” she granted, though she considered the nickname Tammy to be a waste of her exotic actual 
name. She wondered how Lorraine would like being called Lori "Thanks for remembering, Lorraine. | thought it 


might be fun to record a few things in the morning, like my mom helping me get ready, stuff like that" 


"Hopefully the groom will be upright and sober by tomorrow," Lorraine said with a wry smirk toward the 
backseat as she sat down in the front and slammed the door shut. 


"He'll be fine," Tamar said just as Dave slumped sideways, out cold. Worried that Steve and Lorraine might 
interpret Dave's self-induced blackout as an indication of his attitude about the next day's nuptials, Tamar 
tried to prop him up a little, the vinyl seat squeaking as she shoved her shoulder into his upper arm. 


As they drove, his torso gradually descended further and further, coming to a halt only when his head met 
Tamar's lap. It felt like a small watermelon had landed and then started to roll on her thigh. In the intermittent 
light from passing street lamps she saw the curve of his smile as he peered up at her with sleepy, heavy- 
lidded eyes. "My little happy drunk," she whispered. He flipped over and turned his face toward her body, 
nuzzling his nose into the softness of her belly as he drifted off again. 


Unexpectedly, the pressure of his head resting heavily near her crotch along with his drunken snuffling against 
her abdomen ignited a tingling of desire between her legs. She clenched her muscles, trying to hold back yet 
another warm trickle of Dave's cum leaking out. Looking down at him and stroking his hair, her eyes craved to 
examine his body. His bare arms were tan and freckled from the sun, already a shade or two darker than 
when he'd arrived. Down to his waist, he was still skinny but she detected a certain pudginess above his 
waistband, a hint of a beer belly forming? And further still, to the soft bulge in his jeans where his 


slumbering cock was enclosed. She wanted him again. 


It would have to wait until tomorrow. Until after they were married under the golden Pacific sun, surrounded 


by flowers and heavy metal musicians. 


To be continued. 


Turn a Blind Eye 


Tuesday, April 2, 1985 


That morning Tamar was up early, feeling fresh and energized despite getting only four hours of sleep. Her 

wedding gown hung in gauzy layers of white lace on the back of the bathroom door. Whenever she glanced at 
it she felt her heart jump, and her hand would unconsciously fall to her wrist to feel her pulse racing. Padding 
aimlessly around her hotel room in her robe, she didn't know quite what to do with herself. As she waited for 
room service to bring breakfast, she stopped several times in front of the mirror, compulsively examining her 


face for blemishes and stray eyebrow hairs. 


Then she remembered the video camera Lorraine had given her last night was sitting on the bedside table, and 
that she had better learn how to operate the thing before her mother and sister arrived. It seemed pretty 
self-explanatory -- tape goes in there, viewfinder pops out, push the red button, zoom in and out here. 


Lorraine had given her a blank tape but Tamar saw there was already a tape inside the camera, 


With an electronic gurgle, the monstrous contraption turned on and she unfolded the viewfinder, tinkering 
around with the various buttons. She accidentally pressed the fast forward button and heard a rapid whirring 
sound before pressing "stop" and then "play." 


At first she just saw Steve, half naked, a trashy slut with her skirt pulled up to display her bare ass, sucking 
Steve's dick as he leaned back on a black sofa. Tamar gasped, taken aback, and felt a pang of sympathy for 
Lorraine. But an instant later she forgot all about Steve and Lorraine, because when the shot panned over she 
saw her Dave. What next appeared on the tiny display wouldn't have had a bigger impact if had been projected 
on a full-size movie screen. Dave's naked chest was being molested by some faceless blonde groupie, skinny 
fingers roaming all over his beautiful pale skin. As the camera zoomed out, Tamar observed that it was 


probably in the dressing room of a stadium somewhere and now the girl was kneeling at his feet, blowing him. 


Tamar felt like the floor beneath her suddenly dropped by about two feet. Who recorded this, she wondered, 
her head spinning. Probably Bruce, that mischievous little lunatic. Maybe it was an old video, she thought 
hopefully, before recognizing both Dave's and Steve's stage clothes from the current tour, so it couldn't have 


been more than a few months ago. 


Feeling sick to her stomach, her suddenly cold and clammy hands pushed the viewfinder back into place and 
dropped the camera on the bed. Was Dave really a cheater? A liar? It seemed so incompatible with his happy 
personality, his straightforward character. Was he an alcoholic too? She had wanted to believe he was 
incapable of any type of sin, but even in her current state of shock she realized she'd been a fool. Maybe he 
didn't know any better. No. Maybe he just wasn't that bright. Or worse. Maybe he was mentally ill. These were 


the irrational ideas her brain had to contemplate in the hysteria of the moment. 


So many times had she taken quiet pleasure in wondering what was behind the beguiling expression he so often 


wore on his face, that easy little smile that she adored and held like a cherished photograph in her mind. Could 


it be just a ruse, a trick to make people think he was some carefree innocent angel? With his chronic 


cheeriness and baby face, it was easy to believe, but maybe it was all part of an elaborate hoax. 


Of course she had considered that something like this could happen. In fact, something exactly like this. 
Groupies. But because she hadn't any proof she had pushed the thought from her mind. He loved her. To focus 
on anything else would have been to squander a rare gift. She now realized that he couldn't control himself. He 
was weak. And all those girls. He was a magnet for girls, she knew this. You could put a gorilla onstage, give it 


a guitar, and girls would want to fuck it. But Dave was beautiful. 


A knock on the door interrupted her frenzied thoughts. Room service wheeled in the fruit and croissants that 
only a few minutes ago had sounded so appetizing, and in a daze she tipped the waiter. There was no time to 


think any more. The ceremony was in five hours. 


Thursday, April 12, 1985 


One, two.. three. As the soft glow of early morning gradually seeped through the curtains and lit up the 
bedroom, she could see three guitars without even having to turn her head. There were guitars all over the 
house, actually. On the furniture, leaning against walls, even outside on the patio. Wherever Dave had been, a 
guitar was left as evidence. He even brought them into bed, his last chance to play a little at the end of the 
day. Almost every night at bedtime a guitar could be found propped up tall against the headboard on Tamar's 
side of the bed, like a polite guest at a threesome. She considered it a harmless habit, sexy even, but also felt 
a twinge of jealousy. Not toward the guitar but what it represented, the lifestyle she would never fully 
understand, and the obsession that had been guiding his life since long before she met him. 


If she hadn't been awake already, awake all night in fact, her alarm clock would've been Dave's hard-on poking 
her tentatively in the back as if to say, Excuse me.. good morning Very funny, Honey, she thought. He was so 
proud of his daily morning erections and hated to waste them. 


For several minutes he barely moved, just kept his cock resting gently against her. It felt warm, almost hot. 
Every few seconds it would twitch, nudging around like a small sightless animal looking for a place to burrow. 
The mattress wobbled and creaked as he shimmied closer. He began humping her, shamelessly grinding himself 
against her flesh. Pressed up very close, panting and puffing behind her head, he was squeezing his cock 
between her ass cheek and his belly, making slow but intense thrusts. She could feel his body trembling with 


tension. 


Before he could succeed in coming all over her back, she spun around to face him. His grinning face was half 


smushed in the pillow, his long hair a tangled mess. 

"What are you doing"she asked, tackling him under the sheets and laughing despite herself. 

"Oh, fuck, your naked arse turned me on so much, | couldn't help myself. | didn't want to wake you." 

"You're so full of it! You knew | was awake." 

"I just fancied a quick rub-up," he said, contorting his body in order to keep his cock in contact with her. 
"Jesus. What is it your own boss calls you? ‘Wanker'?" 

He laughed at how the word sounded in her Southern Californian accent. "He calls everyone that. And besides, 
Steve isn't my boss," he said, wrapping his arm around her waist and trying to pull her closer. "You're my 
boss now." 

"| don't want to be your boss," she said. "I want us to be partners, that's all" 

"Alright. Me too," he agreed. 

"This is our last day together before you have to leave," she said as she rolled back onto the other side of 
the bed. She hadn't said anything about the videotape but it had been constantly on her mind since the wedding 
day. Days that should've been carefree were instead spent secretly stewing over this unwanted knowledge she 


had. 


When she didn’t receive a response she glanced over and saw a subdued yet distinct movement -- and heard a 


muffled fap, tap, fap -- beneath the sheet. 
"You're jerking off now!?" 


"No, no," he said unconvincingly, opening his eyes halfway. He dutifully stopped stroking and transitioned to a 
gentle tugging motion, which he could do without upsetting the sheet too much. 


"But we just made love last night. Twice," she said, incredulous. It was hopeless. No way could this man stay 
celibate on tour, she thought. 


"Do you want to lend me hand? Or your lovely mouth?" He smiled and fluttered his eyelashes. 
"No. | want to talk about something first." 


It was plain from her tone that she didn't want to talk about anything that would result in pleasuring his dick 


She might as well have tossed a bucket of ice water on his lap. 


"Look, | know you're not a normal person with a normal job," she began, looking straight ahead with a sour look 


on her face. "And that's fine. | love it, actually. But | don't want any lies between us." 


Dave's stomach lurched at the direction this was going. Lies? What was she getting at? He pulled himself up 
into a sitting position If she wanted to have a serious conversation he didn't want to do it lying flat on his back 


with his dick in his hand. 


"Come on, Luv. Please don't be cross on our last day," he said, his hand shyly reaching toward her under the 
sheet. Was her bad mood going to prevent him from getting laid tonight, he worried. Dave hated confrontations 
and was hoping he could side step this one, but he sensed hostility in the room. 


‘Ive been thinking about this, and the only way | can handle it is by not knowing what you do when you're 


away on tour," she declared. "So, | just won't ask. That way you won't have to lie.” 

"What do you mean? Ask about what?" At this point he had a clue that she was concerned about groupies, 
but he didn't know how to deflect the situation She had never acted jealous before -- it was one of the things 
he liked about her -- so why was she springing this on him out of the blue? He had failed to see it coming 
and now, unprepared, he felt like he was about to step into a trap. 


"Come on, I'm sure you and the other guys must have a lot of.. fun, on Tour.” 


"Yeah, | suppose," he stammered, not sure how to proceed. "But it's not all fun, believe me. A lot of it is horrid. 


All the traveling, the dodgy food.. and being away from you." 

"That's not what | mean, I'm talking about all the girls you probably meet" 

Meet isn't quite the word he would've used to describe it. He uttered a nervous snort and looked up at the 
ceiling, wondering what would happen if he simply got out of bed and retreated into the bathroom. "Why do you 


want to talk about this? You have nothing to worry about" 


"Honey. Do you really think that while you're away on tour I'm going to be sitting here at home believing that 


you're going weeks and weeks without sex?" she asked. 

‘| can," he replied lamely. 

"Please," she said and shot him a galled look. 

"Okay, okay. | can go without sex, actually, you'd be surprised -- but not without orgasms. You don't know 


what it's like to have a dick," he said in an attempt to lighten the mood. "It has a mind of its own, Luv." Surely 
she'd be sympathetic to his dick, at least. 


"That's why l'm trying to be realistic and understanding about it. | don't want you to have to go without 


orgasms." 
Indeed, she was being awfully generous, but there was a bossiness in her tone that he'd never heard before. 


An idea suddenly came to him and he blurted it out without giving it any consideration. "Um, if you want.. y-y- 
you could come on tour with us.. that is, if you'd like," he said, stumbling over his words. "Tomorrow, you could 
even, ah, come with us to Japan," he added, hoping like hell she wouldn't take him up on such a preposterous 


offer. Even if she agreed, he wasn't actually sure he'd be allowed to bring her. 


"No. | don't want to go to Japan and babysit you. And l'm sure you don't want that either," she said 
sympathetically. "I'm sure you've been dreaming about living this lifestyle since you were a kid. You've worked 
so hard for it. | don't want to be the mean person who suddenly steps in and stops the party.” She paused to 
behold his slack-jawed expression before continuing. "Do what you need to do, but just keep it to yourself. | 
don't want deception over fucking cheating or groupies to poison our marriage, so, I'm just trying to eliminate 


the chance of that happening." 


"Why are you saying all this stuff now? This is mental. There's no deception I'm not going to poison anything," 
he said, his eyes suddenly wet with tears. "We've only been married for a week. | haven't done anything wrong." 
He was so confused. She wanted him to cheat on her? What time was it in London, he wondered, suddenly 


wishing he could speak to his mum. 


Desperate to stop this terrible conversation, he felt ready to say almost anything. He thought maybe he 
should be more forthright in his denial, to really nip it in the bud. But not foo forthright. Some things should 
simply remain a secret indefinitely. Like the little pieces of paper with girls' numbers written on them that 
seemed to sprout like weeds in his pockets, or, less innocent, the soreness that plagued his dick sometimes 
after he had overindulged (and the adolescent feeling of pride that accompanied the pain). Fuck, she had a point. 
What happens on tour should stay on tour. 


“Alright. OF course I've been with other girls. Lots of girls. Probably many, many more than most blokes have, 
if you really want to fucking know," he said, watching her tightly pursed lips and steeling himself for a 
meltdown. Fuck, he thought, she was probably worried now that he'd infected with her gonorrhea or something. 
To sweeten the admission a bit he added, "But that was all before | met you." 


It was the worst lie he'd ever told her, and it felt so wretched he hoped he'd never have to do it again 
Everything before had been mere white lies, like downplaying the number of drinks he'd had with dinner, or 


telling her that, yes, he was remembering to take his vitamins every day. 


"Fine. Just don't fall in love with anyone else. Please," she begged, seizing his arm with both hands. She could 


ignore a thousand minor betrayals, but she couldn't bear losing his love. "And don't have an affair.” 


‘lm not going to have a fucking affair!" he insisted, and saw her flinch. It was probably the loudest she'd ever 
heard his voice. "Fucking Christ. I'm in love with you. | don't want anybody else." 


"Neither do |," she said, leaning over and laying her head against his shoulder. 
"IIl do whatever you want, Luv," he said, relieved to see her finally simmering down 


The band had two weeks in Japan followed by ten days in Australia. He wondered if he could keep his dick to 
himself for that long. He had never tried to. 


As if reading his mind, she asked, "Do you like Asian girls?" 
She could be such a little girl sometimes. 

"No," he replied, the only conceivably acceptable answer. 
"Ok," she said, feeling small. 


"Remember," he said, his fingertips grazing her forearm, "I'll be back in four weeks, and we'll have another ten 


days together before the tour heads back to the States." His voice sounded cheerful again. 
She would have to share him with the world. "I know," she said. 


| can buy myself a car, finally. Oh, and, | was thinking about joining that posh country club across the street, 
maybe learning to play golf. What do you think?" 


She stiffened in his arms, wishing he'd talk about something else, something soothing and familiar, and not 
about golf. Did he really want to be one of those cliché Maui rich guys strolling around the green in absurd 
clothes, and paying fifty-thousand dollars a year for the privilege? Her mother had somehow foreseen this and 
warned her against letting him play golf, that it was nothing more than an excuse men used to get out of the 


house and maybe even to sleep around. He was already away from home so much, and from her, as it was. 
But she wouldn't forbid him. 
"Sure, Honey, whatever you like." 


The End 


